myself in possession of the very clue I needed. It was a
real chance. But I should have to go carefully. Roux
must not become suspicious. I must not appear curious.
I must draw the information out of him, pump him very
gently, make it look as though I were listening under
protest. I should have to keep my wits about me. This
time there must be no mistake.

I got up and walked along the corridor to room number
nine. There was a murmur of voices coming from inside.
I knocked. The voices ceased. There was a scuffle, A
wardrobe door squeaked. Then the woman called:
'Entrez!' I opened the door.

Mademoiselle Martin, swathed in a semi-transparent
pale blue peignoir, was sitting on the bed manicuring her
nails. The peignoir, I guessed, had been hurriedly
snatched from the wardrobe. Roux was standing in front
of the washbasin, shaving. They both stared at me in-
credulously.

I had opened my mouth to excuse my intrusion, but
Roux got in first.

'What do you want?9 he snapped.

'I must ask you to excuse my intruding on you like
this. Actually I came to offer you an apology.'

His eyes flickered over me suspiciously.

'What for?'

*I was afraid that you might think that I was in
some way responsible for Duclos insulting you this after-
noon.'

He turned away and began to wipe the soap off his
face. 'Why should you be responsible?'

'It was, after all, my mistake that led to the disagree-
ment.'

He threw the towel on the bed and addressed the
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